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MOJAVE TRAIL 

A BVCK DESMOJSD Story 
By Dick Kraus 



IT HAtS BEEN a very bad fir*. Tht sky 
was still purple with smoke as Buck 
Desmond rode out of the Arizona town of 
Mojava. For half a day, fiaraei had rapged 
through the county seat, rancher* arid 
townsmen alike battled to put them out. 
Finally the courage and determination of 
the Arironans had won — and now only tiny 
curls of smoke licked up from the black- 
ened ruins that had been Mojave's main 
street. 

As the rambling cowboy spurred his 
horse along the Mojave Trail, he wiped his 
imoke-blackened face with a bandana. 

"Hot work," Buck grinned. But as he 
thought of the way all the townspeople had 
joined together to put out the fire, his face 
prew serious. "That's the way this cottntry 
w«s settled — by folks getting together to 
help each other outl" ' 

Buck Desroond rode through the rest of 
the day. 

At night, he camped In a sheltered draw. 
Through the next morning he rode— with 
no set destination in mind— just th« knowl- 
edge thtt his itching feet would not let 
him stay in one corral very long I 

When the sun was high in the heavens. 
Buck rose in the saddle, and craned his 
head forward. 

"Quite a cloud of dust up yonder,'* he 
muttered to himself. "L^oks like a herd of 
cattle. But who'd be grazing — or driving 
itock — oat here?" 

He spurred the chestnut forward. As he 
drew closer to the cloud of dust, h« began 
to make out the retson for it. It was > herd 
of more than tw» hundred head of wild 
etttlt - w »ll-«yd, bellowing longhoms, 
■haggy eow» and Itery, skitterish little 
marerlcks. They were wild cattl»— the kind 
that had deserted from herds and hid out 
in the bmsh and mountain passes. And, 
htfing th*m along with shouts and waring 
sombrero*. wtr« two young, lean cowJrtnds. 

The first of thft riders hailed Buck. 

"Howdy, there,** he shouted *'Like our 
herd?" 

Buck grinned, "Quite an oulfil I Where'd 
yeu get them?* 

The youthful waddy rode up close to 
Buck. "My brother and I rounded 'em up 
in the hills. Stayed out all summer to do 
it. We got *em by twos and threes — kept 




them in a dead-end canyon till we got 
them branded. Now we're fetching them in 
to market at Mojave. It's mighty tough, 
work keeping 'em bunched, though." 

Buck Desmond nodded. Wild cattle were 
anybody's property — anybody who had the 
savvy and know-how could catch them, 
brand them and drive them to market. 

"You did a nice job. son," Buck smiled, 
"Ought to fetch you a mesa of cartwheels 
in Mojave. What's your name?" 

"Bob Carter," the boy said. He jerked his 
thumb over his shoulder at the other lathe- 
thin, sun-tanned cowboy. "And that's my 
brother Ted. We've branded our stock the 
LAZY C. Got it registered in Mojave!" 

Suddenly he peered down the trail. 

There was a clattering of hoofs. Racing 
toward them over the rutted road were a 
group of riders. Five ef them in all, led by 
a tall, hulking, black-browtd man. Buck 
Desmond recognized him as Clay OdeU — 
owner of a gunslinging reputation in this 
part of Arizona I 

Slowly, Buck Desmond's hand eaxd 
down toward his gun belt. This looked lik« 
trouble 1 

6i'\0U AGAIN, Odcll?'* Bob Carter 
* husked. "I thought Ted and I told 
you to clear out. This is our stock — brand- 
ed in our name — and we're tatdng it Into 
Mojave to sell. We don't need your help I" 

Clay Odell's face was grim. 

"Listen to me, kid." The badman's black 
brows drew together. "The boys and I are 
takin' your herd over. We're puttln' our 
brand on it — and selHn" it ourselves. All we 
have to do is add another line to your 
LAZY C to make it an O." 

Behind him, the scarred, battle-wise faces 
of his riders were impassive. All of them 
were heavily armed — and they looked as 
If they knew the business end of « Colt- 

"Get it?" OdeU asked. "We're not askin'! 
We're takln'I Any objections?'* 

"Why, you ornery— Bob Carter's hand 
started toward his wiist, but Buck grabbed 
him in tlm*. Tht odds wrra too great. This 
fight eenld only end one way I 

"Take It easy. Bob." Buck gritted. "Bel- 
ter let them take tht cattle. You can't fight 
five of them." The boy -whlrlcti toward him 
angrily. But as he looked Into Buck's eyes. 
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•omttblnc dMt he law there made htm hesi- 
tate He looked toward hti brother Ted, and 
the other boy nodded. 

"All right, Odell," young Carter said 
heaWly. "We're clearing out. Go ahead. 
Put your brand on the stock I" 

^HAT KIGHT, as they camped on a 
mountain slope, overlooking the herd. 
Buck Desmond explained his plan to Bob 
and Ted. Once they knew what he had in 
mind, they were satisfied. They watched 
through the early night, as Odell's men 
branded the bawling cattle — adding the 
arc that made a C an O. 

Through the next day, they rode along, 
high above the trail, as the gang pushed 
the big herd toward the town. 

It was hot, grueling work for the rustlers. 
Again and again the riders had to race out 
to cut off strays, and more than once, the 
ponderous, sharp-tipped horns of the big 
steers ripped their chaps. 

Finally, as evening approached, Mojave 
could be seen, far in the distance. The herd 
was going along at a steady pace, with Clay 
Odell's riders spaced out around it. This 
was the time to move, Buck decided. His 
heels dug into the chestnut's side. To- 
gether with the Carter boys, he sped down 
toward the trail. 

Clay Odell saw them coming, and he 
reined his big horse in. His face was smug 
with satisfaction. 

"Ain't no use your comln* around, boys," 
he said. "These longhorns have my brand 
on them — the same LAZY O that's regis- 
tered in the Mojave county office! They're 
mine, official, now I" 

Buck Desmond's voice cut like a knife. 

"How long since you're been in Mojave?" 
he asked. 

The big man smiled. "Four days. That's 
when I registered the brand." 

"That's too bad," Buck said. "I reckon 
Tou didn't knew tfaea that after you left, 
half of Mojave's main street burned down. 
including the county office — with both 
TOUr brand registration and the Carter 
boyt'. There's no way to prove whom the 
-cattle belong to now I" 

The badman's eyes flickered. His men 
were scattered around the herd, spaced out 
t« patrol the longhorns. 

"They won't help you," Buck said. 
•You're going to have to earn the herd 
yourself — against me I" 

With a muffled eurse, Clay Odell 
wrenched his horse over against Buck's. 
Ha flung himself from the saddle, one 
betvy arxn crushing against the wandering 
fomboyt neck. "If that's the way yuh want 



It—" Together the two men crashed to the 
ground! Over and over they rolled — until 
suddenly Clay Odell sprang away with sur- 
prising agility. Then he jumped toward 
Buck, his heavy, sharp-heeled boots aiming 
for the wandering cowboy's rib cage. 

At the last moment. Buck squirmed 
<way, avoiding the boots by inches. He 
grabbed Odell's ankles and pulled hard. 

The bigger man thudded heavily to the 
ground. In a moment. Buck was over him, 
leather-hard fists smashing away at his 
chest and jaw. Odell heaved up mightly. 
His legs flailed up. kicking desperately, as 
he strove to reach his guns. But Buck was 
straddling him, his blows relentless. Again 
and again the badman was knocked back, 
until a final dazing flurry of blows decided 
him. He lay there, eyes glazed. 

Immediately, Buck sprang to his feet. 
The other riders were cantering in, guns 
out. 

Buck cupped his hands and shouted at 
them. 

"Your boss is through and will shortly 
be in the hoosegow," he shouted. "If you 
want the same medicine, come on!! Other- 
wise — hit the trail!" 

The odds were closer now. The riders 
looked at Odell, helpless on the ground. 
They saw the Carter boys and Buck, guns 
ready. It took them a moment to decide. 
Then, wheeling their horses, they rode 
away. Odell was nothing to them. Their 
only loyalty was to their own skins. 

66UUCK. you shore saved" the herd for 
us," Bob Carter chortled jubilantly. 
"As soon as you stopped me yesterday, I 
realized we'd be better off waiting till they 
were scattered, to come to a showdown. 
This was the time to do it!" 

"That's right," his brother said. "And, 
with the county office records burned, it 
didn't make any difference whose brand was 
on the stock. We could have proved they 
had been changed anyway by the unhealed 
scars. But what I don't get. Buck, was why 
you let them take the herd in this far?" 

Buck smiled. 

"That's simple enough," he said. "I'm a 
lazy man by nature. What's the sense of 
you boys hazing this rough, tough herd all 
the w-ay into town when Odell and his 
waddies were so anxious to do it for you? 
Let them have the pleasure — I sayl" 

THE END 
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